
66 F A B L E S in VERSE. 

S^s Mrs. My children want 

^ruly no fuch Italian cant, 

* But, bred to induftry and trade. 
Your fongs and niifery evade,* 

; - A? 0 ^ ^ Z 

’Tis induftry alone procures 
Our happinefs, and bread infures, 
Which fhould be planted in the mind. 
Of every youth of every kind. 

For who, with truth could ever fay, 

I ne’er can fall into decay. 

Or who is free in church or Hate, 
From the vicillitudes of fate. 





ABRAHAM AESOP Fables in Verse 




A Hungry Wolf, once fealHng on a goat. 
Had got a jagged bone acrofs his 
throat. 

In this didrefs a crane he chanc’d to fee, 
Implor’d her aid, and promis’d her a fee. 

The cure perform’d. Madam, with due .regard 
And good addrefs, demanded the rev/aj d ; 

But 


